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BLACK BABYLON 


BLACK BABYLON 


Earty in the night 
About half past eight 
South of Twenty-second 
And all along State, 
The music started, 

And the lights flared up 
In a flame on the dregs 
Of the Cities’ cup. 


The tum tum tum 

Of the big bass drum 

Beat on your ears 

Till it made them numb 
And the sounds grew louder 
Till they hit the skies 

And woke the echoes 

In Paradise. 


Gaunt grim Lincoln 
Leaped from his bed— 
Hurried to Heaven’s gate, 
Bent his head... 

[11] 


BLACK BABYLON 


Heard familiar voices, 

Strains of old, 

His heart grew heavy, his heart grew chill, 
He hurried off to Jesus in the throne room still; 
Said: 

“O Lord, it is years ago 

Since I left my children. 

Lord, I know 

They’re in evil, and they’re needing me.” 
Jesus smiled softly, and He said 

* We ilsee.” 


He took Lincoln’s hand 
And in His robes of state 
He led him to earth 
Through the shrouded gate. 
The Jelly-Roll song 
Floated along 

With the ancient rhythm 
Of an ancient wrong 

That gave some tang 

To the murmured word 

Of a distant meaning 

That the listener heard .. . 
And the tum tum tum 

Of the big bass drum 

Beat like a greeting 

On the road they’d come. 


[ 12 ] 


BLACK BABYLON 


They stood in the City 
And they looked it over— 
And this is what they saw 
In the shadows’ cover. .. . 
A blood red lust / 

And a hell-black sin, 
Mad men and women 
And guns... 

And gin... 

The spit of a shot 

And a shrilling wail 

And a drunken copper 

On a killer’s trail! 


While a row of lights 

Shed a glare that hid 

Whatever the lurkers 

In the darkness did. . . 

And right in the midst 

Of the brightest place « 

They saw their children meeting 

Face to face. . 

God’s, 

And Lincoln’s, 

The black 

And the white... . 

And they stood in horror at the fearful sight. 
[ 13 ] 


BLACK BABYLON 


Not as a teacher and a child, but as 

The Devil and his image, in a looking glass; 
A hariot, to her lover . 

A thief, to his gold .. . 

Were the Black and the White 

In the self-same fold. 


They stopped at a sign 

That said “Gayxtanp” then, 

And went inside, 

With the girls and men; 

A narrow room, 

And a long thin hall... . 

A check room nobody used at all— 

(You hold to your hat in a place like this, 


So you know where to find it when the bullets 


whizz) ; 
A big square room, with a big square space 
For dancing in the centre, 
And all the place 
Jammed with the motley 
Of the black and tan... 
The painted white girl 
And the yellow man,— 


The wrinkled woman 
With the jeweled rings 
Danced with the grandsons 


[ 14] 


* 
a ee 


BLACK BABYLON 


Of African Kings .. . 

And black cotton-pickers 
(Once removed ) 

Flirted with slim girls 
Unreproved, 

While the notes of jazz 

Were as wild as the sin 

And the lust and the madness 
That the place swarmed in. 


WE oS 82444. . Ginat «. agonne . . «give you 
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Then a big floor walker in a purple suit— 

Voice of honey, and a body brute, 

Hunk of grease . 

Brown grease .. . 

Brown grease... 

Nodded at the white girls, if you please .. . 

Sat at their tables till they bought him a drink, 

Boasted of himself, till he seemed to stink 

With the smell of cattle, 

And his oily head 

Was not as black 

As the things he said. 

The white girls answered with a shrug and a smile 


[15] 


BLACK BABYLON 


Sharpened and cynical; after a while 
The music halted, and the folks sat down 
And black Roberta 

In a satin gown 

With her hair slicked back 

From her bold dark face 

Stood in the middle 

Of the dancing space 

And shook her sloppy breasts 

And her long thin thighs 

With Hell looking out 

From her Jungle-eyes 

And she sang with the music 

That she wriggled to 

A song with familiar 

Words we knew .. . 


I'll get me a knife 

As long as I’m tall 
And I’ll knife some guy 
Just to see him fall 
And it aint nobodys 


Business if I do . 
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BLACK BABYLON 


Pennies and dimes with a clink flew out— 
Louder the music 

With its moaning shout, 

Faster the flying feet, 

The shaking hips, 

To the words that tangled 

At her upcurved lips... 


The music grew harsher, the heat intense— 

Jesus and Lincoln hurried thence, 

And down the street 

Where the signs flared white— 

Sunset, and Pekin, and Elite... 

There, it was Bedlam; 

Pinger prints... dirt. .. 

The jeweled owner, in a pink silk shirt, 

Money, girls, gin, and the noises blent 

In a vast dull thunder of discontent, 

Tumult, confusion,— ~ 

Aphrodite, there, 

Leered with bloodshot eyes, through disheveled 
hair. 


Lust crossed passion, 
And desire met hate... 
And the red line of vice 
Cut the chaos straight. 


[17] 


BLACK BABYLON 


Big crap shooters planned an unknown crime 
To the seven and eleven 

Fall and rhyme; 

And a gun—not loaded— 

Left a red-rose mark 

On a still white breast 

In the lonely dark. 

And all to music... 

The horror and woe, 

Of tangled melodies, that to and fro 
Tore at the heart-strings as wantonly 
As a brown hand fingering 

A silken knee. 

Snow in a paper 

And a quick sniff, sniff... 
Heads together, 

And a whispered “if”— 

And lines of rooms, 

In a still dark street, 

That waited, evilly, 

Approaching feet, 

Stealthy, ashamed .. . 

And shrouded in 

The mad disaster 

Of the music’s din! 


BLACK BABYLON 


Lincoln wept, as the dawn crept close, 
Streaking the skies, with a heat of rose; 
Wept in doubt, 

For his heart was cold 

With the horrors unuttered, 

The sins untold, 

Of those, his children,— 

And he bowed his head 

Praying in agony. 

Jesus said— 

“Be not uncomforted. 

It was so 

Men sinned in Babylon 

Ages ago”... 

“These, in the ecstasy of freedom, make 
Infinite sorrow for that freedom’s sake; 
And they yield dark roses 

For they have not found 

A place for fair ones 

In a fitting ground. 

The harvest shall come 

When the branch and stone 

Have been scattered out 

And the ploughshare known... 

When Babylon falls 

When Babylon falls . 

Their souls shall wander within its walls 


[ 19 ] 


BLACK BABYLON 


For a million years 

But at last” 

(Said He) 

“They shall all come home 


”? 


Toemes «hs cs 


[ 20] 


OF ONE DEAD 


Sue will return when the stars burn into roses, 
And deep black violets start in the chilly dew; 
She will return to the old dear things she knew, 

Silver stones, and the silence of garden closes. 


She will return when our songs cease like a breath,— 
She, with her bosoms pale as an ivory paper. 4 
Still as a knife wound, magical as a vapour, 

She will rise up from bed with her lover, Death. 


No one would keep her away; she has loved this place. 
Faint on the path are her little foot-prints, still; 
Here let her wander, vacant of brow and face— 
Here let her rest, weighed down with the grave- 
cloth’s chill. 
There is a wind in the garden . . . let us be gone, 
Lest she should see us, lest we renew her sorrow. 
Let her but weep for her daisies, and then drift on 
Mistily, ever returning for tomorrow. 


[ 21 ] 


OF ONE DEAD 


Hasten, for fear she should see us, stop in our way— 
Never pause for a moment, nor turn your head; 
Not for a world would we have her hear what we say 
Lest she remember . . . remember she is dead! 


April is like an old love letter, lacking her. 

How can our hearts forget her, when branches stir, 
Just as they did last year, 

Dreamily, petal green, with leaves all luminous— 
Leaves so beautiful, ever reminding us 

She will not be here! 


Our hearts remember still 
The pale closed lids of her— 
Her mouth of lavender . 
Her white breasts, chill. 


Such light, one might aver, 
Could never wholly die .. . 
And yet, her bright hairs lie 


Lifeless, nor stir. 


Her little hands, her feet, 

Her smile, are things that were. 

Ah, Death .... be good to her... 
She was so sweet! 


[ 22 ] 


OF ONE DEAD 


Because among the ashgroves, she 
Pursued life with such eagerness, 

More bitterly she seems to bear 
Sleep’s dull caress. 


And most pathetic are 
Her slender empty hands, 
That once so gaily reached 


For unknown lands. 


Let. songs be hushed; a still 
Long vigil keep, 

Lest she should wake, and hear, 
And, hearing, weep. 


[ 23] 


CAPTIVE 


Beauty, that shakes in lights, 
Beauty, that gleams in mists, 
Loveliness of still nights, 
Gold of the stars, that twists 
Ribbon-like, into the sea... . 


Beauty is calling me. 


Delicate crimson flames, 
Jewels with long histories, 
Mysterious oft said names, 
Blossoms, beneath great trees, 
Melodies, deep and low, 


Call me . . . I can not go. 


Heliotrope, jasmine, rose, 

Lovers, at crumbling gates, 
Twilight, when eyelids close, 

Cliffs, where the sea-bird mates,— 
Beauty holds these, for me, 

Whose eyes are too blind to see. 


[ 24 ] 


CAPTIVE 


Beauty, when shadows blur, 
Calls me again and again... 
I can not answer her. 
Beauty shall call me in vain, 
Sadly, from year to year. 
Passion has chained me here. 


[ 25 ] 


COVENANT 


Wuen I am gone, when I am dead, 
And wait no more with songs for you, 
Leave, then, my bed to moss and mold— 
Forget me, all the Winter through. 


But make one yearly journey hence 
To see, with each renascent Spring, 
Blue violets, that take the place 
Of songs I may not sing. 


[ 26 J 


SONG 


I coutp make you songs 
Beautiful and frail; 
Since you will not listen 

What will these avail? 


I could paint my mouth— 
Brush and curl my hair; 

Why should I be lovely 
Since you do not care? 


Lights have beckoned me 
Uselessly. My Dear— 

How can I be happy 
While you are not here? 


F 27] 
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YOUNG-MAN-PLAYING-AT-LOVE 


He came with green oranges and a wreath of purple 
roses, 
And said his heart lay in a mist about my feet; 
He swore his heart wrapped as a cloud about my 
shoulders— 
But I saw his eyes drift to the girl across the street. 


He told fantastic stories and he made eager verses 
That were all about loving, and all about me; 
I stretched out my hand . . . but Oh, I drew it back 
again 


Because I heard him sigh for a hand beyond the sea. 


[28] 


QUEST 


Beauty afar has hurt me... 
Lights on the river glisten; 
There is a voice in the darkness, 
Listen— 


Faintly and clearly she calls 
From the hillside and hollow— 


Beauty, whose bosoms are torment .. . 


T can but follow. 


[ 29 ] 


UNNECESSARY EXPLANATION 


' I say to others, often, 
“Perhaps . . . another day.” 
But for the things you ask me 


I need no words to say. 


For I have given others 
Fantastic painted lies... 
I keep for you the secret truths 

That lie behind my eyes. 


[ 80] 


TIME LINGERS 


Au, many a dream has passed me, 
Or friend has torn my heart; 
Time lingers, growing weary, 
But friends and dreams depart. 


For dreams too long forgotten— 


Se 


For friends forsaken, dead, 
There bends a feathery willow 
On many a quiet bed. 


[31] 


THE BODY CRIES 


Ir this flesh’s felicity 

Turn the rack that prisons me, 
Guttering out some faint lamp’s flare, 
Shall I, ashes on my hair, 

Set the spirit free? 


Salt upon a raw scar lies, 
If the acrid tear lets eyes 
Dim with torment, see 
Beauty, resting wantonly 
On the soul’s demise! 


[ 32] 


MESSAGE 


Trwt the ones who wait about the door, 

Tell the ones who journey and who rove,— 
Though it be a life-time, or a year, 

I shall come again to him I love. 


When I pause beside him in the room, 
He shall guess my presence there aright 
By the sudden sunlight in the gloom... 
By the old intolerable delight! 


[ 33 ] 


IN DEFENSE OF SILENCE 


WHEN we are close 
Your nearness is a bar. 

I find no words to say 
How dear you are; 


For heat comes stinging me 
With little whips 

And all my songs grow still 
Against your lips. 


Oh, I could tell all men 
The wide world through 
How strong and fair you are— 
But never, you. 


How may I tell 
What only my heart knows, 
If words pass breathlessly 
When we are close .. ? 


[ 34 ] 


TO ‘A PROUD LOVER 


Because you are as arrogant 
As a high wind, 

I find you neither good 
Nor peaceful, nor kind. 


I swear I will not love you, 
But what can I do 

When every high wind 
Bears my heart back to you? 


[35] 


ae 
ie 


TO A DISAPPOINTING LOVER 


Fricipiry that bound 
Your ultimate caress 

Held only hurt for me, 
Too literal to guess 


That never, in my life, 
And never, after me, 
Shall one gather apples 
From a hemlock tree. 


[ 36 ] 


TO A JEALOUS LOVER 


Because I used to love him 
A little, yesterday, 

How can that disturb your mind 
In any way? 


Now, if this thing should happen 
You really could complain... 

I might decide, tomorrow, 
To love him again! 


[ 37] 


MEMOIR 


(of a certain cafe so unkindly closed for one year—) 


Tue doors are shut and barred upon 
Our hours of long ago; 
No longer waiters interrupt 


Your latest poems’ flow. 


And I no more eat orange ice 
The while you read aloud 
Fantastic verses that shut out 
The clatter and the crowd. 


There dust and desolation reign 
Unchallenged . . . yet I swear 

The violets you bought last March 
Still linger in the air. 


And rifts of sunlight, seeping in, 
Fall tenderly on two 

Enchanted wraiths . . . that play at love... 
As once I did, with you! 


[ 38 ] 


UNFORESEEN EXIT 


Momus, Plutus, Eros, these 
Arrogant divinities 


Harkened to her prayer. 


Made her rich, and gay, and fair; 
Beauty blossomed in her hair— 
Beauty kissed her eyes. 


Mirth is fleeting. Laughter flies. 
All the gift of Eros lies 
Broken, under clay 


Momus, Plutus, Eros, they 

Never more shall hear her whim: 
Atropos, immobile, grim, 

Cut the thread away. 


[ 39 ] 


I SHALL LOVE LIGHTLY 


I swaxt love lightly, lightly as a leaf’s fall; 
I shall love quickly, only for an hour; 
Then I shall leave him, when we have known it all, 


Swift as a brushing wing, soft as a flower. 


There shall be nothing burdensome to bind him 
Save some deep look, hidden in the embers .. . 

Out of our passion, only this shall linger— 
Some small glory that the heart remembers. 


[ 40 ] 


RECURRENCE 


UnpDeERNEATH the tears 
And the sting, 
I can sense an old 


Poignant thing. 


Some familiar, deep va 
Chord of pain 

Anciently aroused, 
Hums again. 


You go on, and leave 
Grief, and change. 

Strange .. . I find, in this, 
Nothing strange. 


As a well known hand 
Shuts a door, 

I have known this hurt 
Long before. 


[ 41] 


UNBELIEVER 


Tuey say that old age 
Is gentle and fair . 
Why do I shiver 
At a grey hair? 


Pagan, I pray to 
Beauty alone. 
Ugly things leave me 


Cold as a stone. 


See how my throat curves? 
How then, unstirred, 

Shall I behold it 
Wrinkled and blurred? 


Peace may enfold me 
Misty and bright .. . 
What of my shoulders, 
Will they stay white? 
[42] 


UNBELIEVER 


It may be, old age 


Is gentle and fair... 


Still, I shall tremble 
At a grey hair. 


[ 43 ] 


SAYS SOME OLD CRONE ... 


Tuis is the secret hidden under youth, 
That no one understands, until old age 
Makes him a musty and bromidic sage— 


Out of our torment, we shall weave all truth. 


This is a thing that only wise men deem, 
And they have built the thing from memories, 
Who are too old to find new ones of these— 
Out of our sorrow, our delights shall gleam. 


This is a sad, and yet, a tender thing . . . 
However old or wise, we only know, 
Not where, or how, our tangled paths may go, 
But that our ashes shall renew some Spring. 


[ 44 ] 


TO A LOVER 


Hasten to make me tender songs, and gay— 
Kiss my shoulders, and gather me roses ... roses... 
I am the prey the Hunters of Youth pursue, 
And Time, the pointer, stealthily circles, closes. 


Find me the greenest fields and the bluest skies, 
Vow yourself for a hundred years my lover— 

Let me believe that our vows, with the roses’ scent, 
Sweet . . . so sweet, shall last for a life, and over. 


Songs, and kisses, and roses . . . so goes delight. 
Hold me closer, nor let me recall this thing— 
That our roses are only . . . roses, after all, 
And love, as deceitful, impermanent, as the Spring! 


[ 45 ] 


ECHO 


Sue sought you in the hills and leafy groves— 
You were so fair, Narcissus! All the night 
She waited for a call, but no call came 
With presage of delight. 


A wan bewildered moon beheld her droop, 
And, sorry witnesses, the stars above 

Wept silver tears, that one so fair, so young, 
Should pine away, for love. 


She bent across your shoulder, at the pool 
Wherein you gazed; her breath, a little space 
Mixed with your breath . . . you, heedless, only saw 
Your own enchanted face. 


You might have tossed her, flippantly, a kiss— 
Or played at love . . . a little thing to do. 

But you were cruel .. . she passed . . . and is but song, 
Forever calling . . . you! 


[ 46 ] 


THE ELUSIVE 


Up above a star— 
Down a mountain side, 
In a sudden glance, 


Happiness may hide. 


Blossoms in a row 
Since the world began 
Hold the secret close ... 
Find it if you can. 


Silver, sulphur, jade... 
In which color lies 


Beauty to your eyes? 


At the mouth of woe 
From the breasts of sins, 
Bitter-bright as blood 
Happiness begins. 


[car 


SOLITARY VIRGIN 


Birteryy and shortly, she, 
Veiled in meager chastity, 
Found a gate-way to the moon. 


Long low line of lake, and loon 
Crying lonesomely, too soon 
Met her eyeballs’ stare. 


Dian’s touch upon her hair 
Left a silver sliver there, 
For her youth’s abuse. 


Neither could she turn, nor choose,— 
Utterly mis-spent. 

Virtue, like a rag, flung loose 

From her, as she went. 


[ 48 ] 


HOSPITAL 


Tue hushed voice never wakes me— 
The soft step never jars... . 
All movement seems as distant, 


As soundless, as the stars. 


I sometimes wonder, vaguely, 
If these pale girls, that take 
Such caution, never want to scream 
Until the echoes wake. 


The silence is too heavy .. . 
It weighs on, presses me; 
There are two things I watch for, 
And welcome, eagerly— 


The sound of faucets, dripping .. . 
The cleaning basins’ din. . 

Alone, in this dumb house of Pain 
These little sounds creep in. 


[ 49 ] 


YOU MAY NOT KNOW 


Ir you would have a thing, 
give it away. 

If you would keep your love 
loving alway, 


leave him today. 


If you would hold a dream 
all your life through 
never by any chance 

let it come true 

lest it should grow 


still, when you do. 


If you are seeking 
deep happiness 
always say no 

when you mean yes; 
give the old truths 


credit for less. 


[ 50 ] 


YOU MAY NOT KNOW 
If after all of this 


beauty evades— 

even a day, you know 
glimmers and fades; 
seek for the sun 


under the shades. 


We 


[ 51] 


NOVICE 


Tue very music was an alien thing 

To which she listened ardently, gay-hearted. 

A man stared at her impudently ... spoke... 
And thus her lesson started. 

Those burning eyes, those rhythms curious, 

Held secrets she had long desired to know; 

And if Hell lay behind them . . . would it matter 
After a day or so? 


[ 52} 


THE BLUES 


THERE was the gayest music ever heard— 

Not gay mazurka, and no march resounding, 

Not even melody; but notes that, bounding, 
Reverberated, tangling in the stirred 

Mad pulses of the shaken listener, whose 

Heart felt itself enchanted, curiously, 

By those insidious, sensuous moanings, they y 
Christened, the Blues! 


[ 53] 


DANCE 


An immemorial Pan called mockingly 
Across harsh yellow lights, to some tan dancer, 
Who, breasts a-sway, with body patterns made 


Insinuating answer. 


Oh... Come... he lured, with notes that beat 
her blood 
Into an ardent heat . . . the dance was over— 


And Pan, alas, was metamorphosed 
Into a casual lover. 


[ 54] 


KISS IN A CAFE 


Sue leaned across the table’s smear 
Of grease marked white, her hat askew, 
Above her eyes mascaro rimmed 
Unmeaning blue, 

And pressed her mouth against his—all 
About them, music tore the heat 

With rhythms intricate, involved; 

A glass fell, tinkled at her feet, 

And laughter, like a shriek, resolved 


In a heart’s beat. 


[ 55] 


DANCING GIRL 


No longer shall she whirl 
Below the glaring lights; 
For her, the starry nights 
No more shall end. 

Her little shoes are still, 
Her lips are pale as pearl; 
She has foregone delights, 
And lies, at last, 

At peace, at rest; we heap 
Roses, red massed 

Above her chilly breast, 
And leave her to her sleep. 


[ 56 ] 


QUESTION 


Ir I only knew 
What was in the sea 
Would I trade delight 
For infinity? 


If the stars are high, 

And the steps are steep, 
Will I get a dream 

As I sit and weep? 


In a dim grey house 

Beauty gleamed and lured... 
Would she follow me 

If I knew some word? 


[ 57] 


WIND’S END 


Tue purple apples of our love 
All rotted in the grasses lie, 
With acrid odours that belie 

What roses love is moulded of. 


And bitterly the vapourings 
Of little weary passions reach— 
Until each holds at last, for each, 
But sadness of forsaken things. 


Beyond the skyline and the sea 
O weep with me—since each one knows 
In what far distant orchard close 

Lie purple apples mournfully. 


[58] 


TO A LADY 


Dear, if I should ever change, 


And grow bored with you, 
What, besides forgetting, 
Would you want to do? 


Would you want to kill me? 
That’s a silly trick... 
You can never look at blood 

Without feeling sick. 


Laugh . . . and put a flower 
Gaily in your hair— 

I'll have this, for torment; 
“Did she ever care?” 


[ 59] 


Y 


LIFE-TIME 


I suaux last for as long as my songs—when the final 
strain 
Dies, and the lute strings fray and snap and the 
singer goes, 
I shall drift back to the midnight whence I came .. . 
Back to the stars . . . and the star-light shall fold 


me close. 


I shall last for as long as my songs—when never a note 
Thrills with my pain or my happiness . . . Oh, when 
never 
Voices recall my breath, I shall seek the dark 
And I and my songs shall be finished, forever and 
ever! 


[ 60 ] 


FRAGMENT 


I wave always loved the moment . . . alas, too fleet, 

Before the kiss was kissed, or the word was uttered, 

When, only by blood that burned, and by pulse that 
fluttered, 

One could foretell the beginning of something sweet! 


[ 61] 


ARCH-REBEL 


Sue laughed at us and said she didn’t care 
If earth be over her or under her; 

So long as there was any dust at all 

Why should it matter where? 


She shrugged at love, and waved her feather fan, 


And said that there were prettier things to learn... 


But Love tore out her heart and left in place 


{ 


A dusty cavern. 


She mocked at God, and made a perfumed prayer 
To little gods. She heard her kitten purr, 


And called him, God. And then, she cut his throat .. . 


But God came, in the night, and smothered her. 


[ 62 ] 


MEMOIR OF LOVE 


Some accent, when you spoke, 
Recalled, can yet awake 
Dim longings for your sake, 

Yourself might not evoke. 


Your cheek curved, thus and so... 
I smell smoke .. . see again 
Dust on a window pane... 

The dust of long ago. 


Ah, God, how strange it is, 
Our loves depart, grow flat. 
Do you remember—that? 
Have you forgotten ... . this? 


[ 63 ] 


NIGHT WATCHER 


However still the hours be, 
How free the halls of sigh or groan, 
Throughout the night I always find 
Myself not quite alone. 


Where you see vacant narrow halls, 
I see grey Grief, with violets, 
Who pauses at some shrouded door 

To murmur her regrets. 


And nearer, clearer, in the gloom, 
As softly, lightly, as a breath, 

There comes a white Nun, sweet, austere... 
They call her Death. 


[ 64 ] 


DISILLUSION 


He said he loved her when 
She was young and gay. 
She grew ill and wanted him . 


He ran away. 


She waited for a word 
Or a message small... 
And went to him, since 


None came at all. 


She felt for his heart 
And only found a stone; 
So she passed into the dark 
Bravely, and alone. 


[ 65 ] 


IMAGE 


I sHatu pass by, and go on, and my songs be forgotten; 
Only the curve of a lash, on a face in the street, shall 
recall, 
Vaguely and dimly as old tunes, as long-ago music, 


One whom you loved above all. 


I shall pass by and go on; yet, as essences linger, 
So shall the ghost of a gesture torment you and stab 


you, malign; 


Pale hands shall wave ... and your heart shall re- 
member, remotely, 
Hands that you kissed . . . that were mine! 


[ 66 ] 


SOPHISTICATE 


His heart was like a cavern, gaunt and grim, 
With velvet bats and twisted snakes of jade; 
She wandered in the darkness, half afraid, 

Half hating him. 


Time marked her path’s ellipses. When a vein 
Of light fell on her lids, new secrets learned 
In far recesses shook her soul. She turned 

And sought the dark again. 


When his glances flickered dim, 
Sorceries she made for him 
Withered in the air. 


Irrevocably as dawn, 
He was tired. He was gone, 


Leaving madness there. 


In her heart’s abandonment, 
She, for lack of cover, went 


Insolently bare, 
(47 ] 


SOPHISTICATE 


That the world might see, below 
Bosoms lovelier than snow, 


Passion’s perverse stare. 


Though she pushed from her, accurst, 
Cups for an unhallowed thirst, 

Down her inner arms blue vein 
Flame grew brittle; swell and wane 
Of unceasing hunger swept 

Through her, as she slept. 


Rising wearily, and pale, 

If she kissed the Holy Grail,— 
Sacred chalice, with dry chill 
Mouth, the gesture wavered. Still, 
In the frail flesh’s sepulture 

Peace evaded her. 


[ 68 ] 


AFTERMATH 


Nor because Love so soon abandons us— 
Blown lilies on a stem—like these she goes— 
Not because neither mirth nor praying does 
Avail to hold or bind her . . . but because 
So cruelly sweet she was, 


Os 


And full of little wondrous ecstasies, 

Of arms tight pressed, of swooning storms of blood, 
Of deep eyes languorous with mysteries .. . 

Ah, bitterly and sadly, when love flees, 
Our hearts remember these! 


Not because Love, as waves adown a beach, 
Upleaping, shattering, and tortuous, 
Beat us together, making, each for each, 
The question and the answer, that she teach 
The riddle of arms’ reach— 


Not that Love left us . . . but that while she stayed 
By night and day all beauty shuddered close, 


And for our mouths a burning altar made; 


[ 69 ] 


AFTERMATH 


But that Love was so luminous, so to fade, 
Are our sad hearts dismayed. 


Not because Love so soon, with things that were— 
The red and purple of the last year’s trees,— 

Leaves us to darkness no enchantments stir,— 
But that she was so beautiful, while here, 

Are our hearts sad for her! 


[ 70] 


ONE WIFE TO ANOTHER 


Juno, whisper this to me; 

Do they all grow tired of 
Strange delights, and alien love? 
Do they lose the thirst to roam? 
I should never weep at all 

If I knew, beyond recall, 
Afterwhile, he would come home! 


[71] 


TRANSITION 


I 


Unoner your calm cool eyelids, a tremor passes; 
Piercing the gilt of an epigram, comes some strange 
Stir in your even accents, that shift and change. . . 


And you are a Tiger! 


Oh, let me hide in the grasses! 


II 


Ours is a dark charm, cherished in the dark; 

Black roses, mine, and black the buds you bear... 
And wild ways have we gone, both you and I, 

To find them there. 


Black buds, and scentless! Yet awhile I come, 
Holding dark beauty in excited hands, 
That have torn shadows down . . . and made a path 


Into strange lands. 


[ 72 ] 


TRANSITION 


Ours is a dark charm, cherished in the dark. 
And bitter roses these, whose scent is gone. 
Bitter, and sweet . . . and bitter-sweet our hours 
That hurry on. 


[ 73] 


YOUTH WEEPS 


AGE creeps on 

Like the Winters coming hither . . . 
Ecstasy dulls to contentment— 
Dawns grow chill; 

Joys, once poignant, 

No longer can stir, can thrill 

Hearts outworn, 

Or breasts that begin to wither. 


Oh—that Youth were a coin 

Which one might hold 

Clutched in the hand 

Till the limbs are stiffened and buried: 
Priceless gold, 

To be coveted, cherished, carried 
Talisman-wise, 


That the body might not grow old! 


[ 74] 


PICTURE OF A GIRL 


Her skin is like the silver flame 
Of foam at sea; 

There is in all the world no thing 
As white as she. 


Her hair is gold, more bright than noon, 
And softer than a silken strand. 

Her hair is molten light, that writhes 
Within my hand. 


Her eyes are both the sea and sky, 
And grey as bark upon a bough; 

Her eyes are little secret pools 
Below her brow .. . 


Wherein my soul has drowned, has died, 
To see this thing— 

Evil, all serpentine and bright .. . 
And glistening ... 


[ 75 ] 


FUTILITY 


Tue nights grow long, and the days cold— 
I dream of you, and love; 

The dead leaf, falling from the tree 
Is not more sad than memory, 

Nor is the rising wind as bold 
As were your lips, on me. 

(What are you thinking of?) 


These trees and streets and people pass 
As words beneath my pen; 
Symbols, beneath a painted sky ... 
I have no part in them . . . I lie 
Futile as footsteps on the grass. 
The days go on; I long to die. 
(You might remember . . . then.) 


[ 76 ] 


WAYFARER 


Herz, where I go, 
Goes along with me 

A sad broken heart— 
A bitter thing to see. 


Say what you will. ‘a 
Acid or kindly 

Words blow like shadows 
That may not find me. 


Neither mirth nor scorn 
Hurt me... . nor shall. 
I, looking inward, 


Go blindly and tearful. 


[77] 


PREPARATION 


Sue knew that she was dying; they sent a priest to 
shrive her. 
She shivered and she shrieked, and she cursed him 
up and down. 
They put linen on her . . . she bit it and she tore it, 
And sent them for a lace scarf, and for a pink gown. 


They brought her gilt slippers . . . her tarnished gilt 
slippers... 
Her rouge pot, and powder puff; her great feather fan. 
She painted out her wrinkles . . . they asked her why 
she did it, 


And she laughed her cracked laugh, and said the 
Devil was a man! 


[ 78 ] 


TOMORROW 


Wuen bitter, bitter, in my cup 
Resolves the wine, 

And only mournfully the rose 
Bedecks the vine, 

While plaintive violins bewail 


Ye 


Regrets of mine; 


Then shall my gay mosaic days 
At last be done; 

And peridot and topaz hold 
Their final sun . 

While I forget-a hundred men 
Recalling one! 


[ 79] 


TO ATALANTA 


You, Atalanta, were so fleet. 
Lend the magic of your feet . . . 
Lend your rushing sandals slim 
That I may outdistance him. 

I would race with him, and show 
How much faster I can go. 

Then, when he, all wearily 

Stops to rest, beneath a tree, 
Whisper to him that I will 

Wait, beyond the farthest hill. 


[80] 


EXPLORER 


I, wHo ever seek delight, 
Find it all about... 

Sheen upon a slanting roof— 
Buds, that tremble out. 


Yellow roads, that bind and hold 
Flat ploughed fields of brown; 
Tall hills leaping to the skies— 


Small ones creeping down. 


Beauty hides in chestnut boughs— 
Quivers in a hair. 

I, who seek for loveliness, 
Find it everywhere. 


[ 81] 


WHEN SONGS ARE DONE 


Wuen the low notes of my last song shall die, 
And lonely be my lute, 

Shalt thou then come to gaze, with tearless eye, 
Where I lie mute? 


Cast but a garland on my pallid brow, 
Of violets thy hands have plucked for me— 
I shall be happy, even then, as now, 
Beholding thee. 


And, fittingly, thy face shall bid me speed 
To where, in avenues of quiet pain, 

Erinna and the mournful Atthis plead 
For love . . . . in vain. 


[ 82] 


ETERNAL DIANA 


I xiss—ED your mouth into flame while the wee winds 


whimpered 
Deep in the hills, and the stars dropped lower .. . 
and low 
Crept the shadows about us . . . have you forgotten 


Thousands of ages ago? 


You were Endymion. Far in the forests and sedges 
Beauty seeped in a flare, and the cliffs above 
Rang with the notes of your laughter. You were 
Endymion... 
I was the Moon of your love! 


[ 83 ] 


SONG 


UNDERNEATH a stone 
Peace lies, and sleep. . . 
Utter and deep. 


Underneath a star 
Love dims to pain 


Over again. 


Underneath the stones, 
Underneath the skies, 
Tremulous lies 

Secret of earth— 
Beauty, rebirth. 


[ 84] 


NIGHT SONG 


Heart of my heart—you dream 
In a chamber afar and white, 
And I hold you fast in my breast 
As a window might hold a light. 


You stir in your sleep, and turn, 
And call me. I hear the call 


Blown by in the wind ... and I smile 


And I am not lonely at all! 


[ 85 ] 


BITTERNESS OF AGE 


Neiruer the sweetness of remembered sin, 
Nor dark things done to aid the soul’s undoing, 
With magic moments, when the past, pursuing 
Down dim ways, wraps the weary wanderer in, 


Nor any dream of time jewel-clear, whereof 
The heart, immersed in its own solitude, 
Can but recall one feather of the brood 

Of glistening birds of love,— 


Can light the darkened courtyard of our hate 
For age, for impotence, for all Time’s stings! 
We would be young forever! Yet youth flings 

A mocking backward glance at us, who wait 


Until the time comes, when, all hoping past, 
And all dreams dreamed, and long ago forgotten, 
Love withers like an apple, acrid, rotten,— 

And life puts on the guise of Death, at last. 


[ 86 ] 


THINGS 


Tunes that are lovely 
Can tear my heart in two— 
Moonlight, on still pools, 
You. 


Things that are tender 
Can fill me with delight— 
Old songs, remembered, 
Night. 


4s 
of 


_ Things that are lonely 
Can make me catch my breath— 
The hunger for lost arms... . 


Death. 


[ 87] 


WHEN I GO 


I sua leave behind me when I go, 
Roses, and all other loveliness. 

Veil me but with grasses, or with snow’s 
Shadowy, dim caress. 


Plant above me neither rose nor fern— 
Lest I stir and see them; half awake 

Cry aloud for Beauty . . . and my heart 
Be broken for its sake. 


[ 88 ] 


A MARKER FOR A MAID 


UnveErRNEATH these peaceful stones 
Very calmly lie my bones; 

All my shining hair has passed 
Into dust of dust, at last. 

Those, my lips, that they called roses, 
Molder where the worm reposes, 

And my white breasts long have been 


Spots the vermin revel in. 


I, who found the round of nights 
All too short for love’s delights, 
Swift with sins the devil blesses— 
Dark with torment of caresses .. . 
Now have only stars, and low 
Drop of rain, or falling snow, 
Or the heavy scent of flowers 


To beguile the languid hours. 


No more breath as hot as sun 
Warms the blood that used to run 
Ardently throughout my veins. 
[ 89 ] 


A MARKER FOR A MAID 


All the: glowing joys and pains 
Passion taught me, centuries back, 

Glow no more, against the black 
Silent shades, that droop around 

This, my coverlet of ground. 


Leaf of oak and maple tree 
Very gently cover me: 
Darkness wraps me round completely, 
And the frail morn greets me sweetly. 
I, who only found in life 
Aching joys, and burning strife, 
Finding peace and quiet here 
Hold that death is very dear! 


Ture Enp 


[ 90] 


